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Collettion of New SON GS. 


CONTAINING, - 1 


1. Ye Sportſmen all, attend the call. 
2. The hill tops are burniſh'd with azure and gold. 


2. The fun from the eaſt tips che mountains wien 
gold. 


41 1 hounds are all out, and che morning deen 
_ peeps 
. Lat * ne's day when bright Phoebus ſhone 
__ 


6. The echoing horn ealls the ſ portſman abroad. 
7 The _ night rides down the me #1 
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HUNTSMAN's DE 


R ſportſman all, attend to the cal, 
The weleome call of the chearful horn, N 
Quit buſineſs for pleaſure, nor thirſt after treaſure, 
But purehaſe new life from the ſweets of the morn, 
See now dapple Bay, in his foin waxeth grey, 
and white Lilly ſtops with the ſcent in her chaps, * 
And We ſhe bounds, from the cry of the 4 
—.... ond,  -. '_- | 
Then brave boys haſte away, without further delay, Fe 
Tis with pleaſure like theſe that we hail the new 
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W hilſt cares of Rate, attend the greae, 
And courtiers prey on their country's wealth, 
No ſtately ambition, or ſiekly condition. 

Diſturbs eur repoſe, recreations, or health, 
The fep vainly proud of his delicate ſelf, 
2 The miſer who-doats on his ill-gotten pelf, 
And the lover Who ſighs, ogles, flattets and lies, 
Wou they hither repair, they need not deſpair, 
Or enjoying freet lify with a mind free from care. 
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II. 


Now the hill tops are burniſh'd with : azure e and! 
gold, 

And the 75 ect around us moſt bright to behold, 1 

The hounds are all trying the mazes to trace, — - | 

The ſteeds are all neighing and pant for the chace, 

Then rouſe each true ſportſman, and join at the 
dawn, 


The ſong of the hunters, and found of thechorn. 


Health braces the nerves and gives joy to the face, 
Whilſt over the heath we purſue the cet chace, * 
See the downs now we leave and the coverts appear, 
As eager we follow the fox or the hare, 

Then rouſe, &. 


Wherever we go pleaſure waits on us fill, 

Tf we fink in the valley or riſe on the hill ; 

O'er hedges and rivers we valiently fly, 

For fearleſs of death we nc'er think we ſhall die. 
Then rouſe, &c, 


From ages long paſt by the poets we're told, 

That hunting was lov'd by the ſages of old, 

That the ſoldier and huntſman were both on a par, % 

And the health giving chace made. them bold in 
the war. 


Then rouſe, &. 


When the chace is once over, away tothe bowl, 
The full flowing bumpers ſhall chear up the foul, 
Whilſt jocund our ſongs ſhall with choruſſes ring, 
And toaſt to our laſſes our country and king. | 
Then roule, Sc. 
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Tur ſun oy the caſt tips the mountains with 


gold 
And = meadows all ſpangled with dew drops bes 
i old, | 
Hear the larks early mattin proclaims the new day, 
BY the horns chearful ſummons rebukes our delay, 
With the fports of the field, there's no Pleaſure 1 
„ 


While jocund we ' follow the hounds! in full cy, 


Let the drudge of the town make riches his ſports 
And the ſlaveor the ſtate hunt the fmiles of the eourt, 
No care nor ambition our patience annoy, 

But innocence ſtill gives it peſt to eur joy. 


Mankind are allchunters in various degree, 
The prieſt huvts a living the lawyer a fee, 
The doctor a pavenr, The courtier a place, 
- Tho! alten like us are flung out with diſgrace. 85. 

| With the ſports, &. | 


The cit hunts a plumb, while the ſoldier huptg” 
fame, | 
The poet 2 dinner, the patriot a name, 
And the artful coquet tho! ſhe ſeems to refuſe, 
Fet in ſpite of her ajrs ſhe her lover purſues, 
Wich the ports, &c. 


Let the bold and the buſy hunt glory and wealth, I 
Ill che blefſings we affe, is rhe bleſſing of health, 


Wich hounds and with horns to o the woodland we 
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I cannot get up, for my over nights cu, 
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1 heard the hounds challenge and horns fee 
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IT 13 Ebounds are all out K the n 2 peeps 
Why how now you fluggardly ſot, 
How can you how can you lic ſnoaring aſleep, .. 


-While we all on horſeback are got, my brave boſg. i 
While we all on horſeback are gor. 


So terribly -lies in my head, 
Beſidle my wife cries, my dear do not riſs,. 
But cuddle me longer a-hed, my dearboy. 


Come on with your boots, and ſaddle your mare, 3 
Nor tire us with longer delay, % f 
The ery of the hounds, and the ſight of the hare, 

Wiikchaſe all our vapours away, my e 44 
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W. 
Lr Valentine 5 day when. e Phoebus ſhone 


clear, 3 » 


I had not been hunting for more than a year, tale, 


I mounted black Sloven, o'er the road made hin 
bound, 


> 4 


ſound, taleo, 
PS... 


Hallow into covert, Old Anthiouy cries, 
No ſooner he ſpoko but the fox, fir, he ſpies, 8 


- [This being the fignal,” he then crack 'd his whip, 


Taleo Was the WO aud _y ve did 2 Wee 


ee up rides 3 Dawſon hs cards not aping 
Þ rang at the drain, but his horſe tumbled in, 
And as he crept out why he ſpied the old ren, 


W ich his tongue hanging out, Ae honie to 
hHhis dend. Taleoo. 


Dur heunds and our horſes were avays as good, 
As ever broke covert or daſh'd thre' the wood, 
a Reynard runs hare but muſt certainiy die, 
Have at you Old Tony, Dick Dawfon did cry. 

* The hounds they had run twenty miles now or 
mote, 

Old Anthony fretted, he curs'd too Aud ſwore,. 
But Reynard, being pen, ſoon muſt * up the 


bog. 
M ich will eighten our joys when we come to the ; 
=. oak Talco. 
BE he. days ſport. being over, the horns we will 5 
und, 


To the jolhhy F ex-hunters let ecchos reſound, taleo, 
= $0 fill up yeur glaſſes and chearfully drink, 
To the honeſt true ſportſman who never will rink f 
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E E ecchoing horn calls the 8 abroad, 
To horſe my brave boys and away, 

The morning is up and the cry of the hounds, 
Upbraids our too todious delay: 7 
What pleaſure we feel in purſuing the fox, . 


* hills and o * vallies he flies; * ; 
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Triutuphant returning at night with the ſpoil, 


Then follow, we'll ſoon dvertake m, bunte Kr 
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The traitor is ſeiz'd on and dies. A ny 
Like bacchanals ſhouting and ga; bi 

How ſweet with a bottle and laſs to tefreſhy © 
And loſe the fatigues of tne daß: 

With ſport love and wine, fick le fortune ant 
Dull wiſdem all happineſs ſours; 

Singe life is no more than a paſſage e at beſt,” 
Let s ſtrew the way over RU flowers, 
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VII. "al 


THE dufky night rides down the ſky, '4 
And uthers in the morn, S 

The hounds all make a jovial ery, 
The huntſman winds his horn. 


Then a hunting let us go, &c. - 


The wife around her huſband throws, 
Her arms to make him ſtay, 
My dear it hails, it rains; it blows, 
You cangot kunt to-day,” A 
| But a hunting we will go, &c. 
Th' uncavern'd fox like light'ning flies, 
His cunnings all awake, 


To gain the race he eager tries, 
His forteit life the ſtoke. 


When a hunting we do go, &. 
Around e'en echo huntreſs turns, ; 
And _y __ ker) joy, © Foy - 
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F ger, W burns, * 
The chace can never cle. 

Ic Then 2 hunting we Mill 8% 8. 5 
Deſpairing 1 he ſeeks ale tide, r 

 _. * His art muſt now prevail, 5 
Hark! thouts che mifcreants death beude, ä 

Fasel, his cunning fail. | : 
4 When a hunting we de ge, xe. 
= For lo his ſtrength to faintneſs worn, 


The hounds arreſt his flight, | 
Then hungry homewards we return, 
pn * feat _ the night. 
He T7 heng drinking we will ge: 
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